He didn't think he could afford it. The fare was
so much.
9 I reminded him of the little line I had come out
by. They had a sailing every few weeks. That
demanded the finding of a sailing list, an excuse for
comforting, self-deceptive action. He rang for the
boy and felt more important* The list was brought*
There was a sailing a few weeks ahead. His lips moved,
as if jx> show me he was making an inner calculation.
He said I could go by the boat and he would continue
niy allowance in England. Once we had decided that,
his only anxiety seemed to be that he should get me as
sQon as possible on the return train for Singapore* I
was too tired and miserable to leave again at once. He
turned to go. As he reached the door he looked back
and asked me if I would have a drink. I refused. The
door slammed. That was the last I saw of Richard.
I didn't sleep. I cried all that night. In the
morning I rang up Peter and he came to see me, I
asked him whether there was another woman. He
hesitated and then told me there was. She was a Chinese
dancer, he said. Richard had left her parked in the
car outside his hotel.
"Don't you make a fool of yourself out of Richard,**
he said. "Get all you can out of him.'* He patted me
on the shoulder. I wished I had known him before.
"Anyway," he went on, "you've been very naughty
yourself." So Richard had been excusing himself to
his friends, I thought, by telling them of my past. It
didn't matter now. I let Peter put me on the night
train.
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